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year (1858), a native Christian made his appearance
one day in my compound. I found that he belonged
to Futtehghur. On the breaking out of the mutiny in
Futtehghur in June last, he fled from the station, and
directed his steps in the direction of Saugor. From
that time to the present (nine months), he had been a
wanderer, and was now making his way back to Futteh-
ghur. His wife was in Bareilly when he left, and
during all this time he had been ignorant of her fate.

The residents who remained in the station were soon
obliged to take refuge in the fort, where they defended
themselves right gallantly against a countless enemy.
But it was very apparent that their immensely superior
skill, their patience and power of endurance, and the
great slaughter they wrought among the foe, availed
them nothing. Neither ammunition, nor food, nor
strength, could serve them long. Like their pre-
decessors, they too determined to flee away in boats.
In fact, this was the only means of flight left. The
alternative was either to die in the fort or to take to
the boats. They left in the secresy and quietness of
the night. When morning dawned, the enemy, ap-
prised of their departure, hastened in pursuit. Alas I
it was impossible for the pursued to hasten also! The
shallowness of the river, and the mud-banks abutting
into the stream, prevented their speedy progress. Other
obstacles, doubtless, were in their way. The mutineers
caught sight of them. Thirsting for their blood, and
inexorable, they drew near and attacked them from the
bank, When the boats grounded, they rushed into